
The fritgedie 

You muft not put another fcandall on hii». 

That he is open to incominencjr, 

That's not ray meaning, but breath his faults foqucntly . 

That they may feeme the taints of liberty , _ ‘Wu 

Theflalhandout-bieakeofaficrymind^. ' 

A fauagcncs in vnreclatncd bloed, . 

Ofgenerall aflaiilr. = - 

But my good Lord. 

Vol. Whetefor flrould yoii doe this? v ■ . ri . v 

Imy Lord,Iwould.know that. ' : >. =■ ' T' 

P«>/. Marry fir,heer*s my drift, 

And Ibeleeue itisafetch ofwir, 
Youlayingthelcflightfullicsonrayfonne ’ ; 

As t were a thing a little foyld with wojking, • ‘‘- 

Maikc you, your party inconuerfe,him you would (bund 
Hauing cuer fcenc in the prenominat crimes 
The youth you breath of guilty, be affut’d 
He clofes with you in this cofequcnce, 

Good fir, (or fo,,Jor friend ,or Ckfitleman, 

According to the phrafe,orthe addition 
Of man and country; 

T^ejf. Very good my Lord, 

P#/. And then fir doos a this, a doos.*what was l about to fay? 
By the maffe I was about to fay fomething. 

Where did llcaue? 

Rej. Atclofesintheconfequence.' 

Pc/. At clofcs in the confequence,! marry. 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
Ifaw bimycfterday,orth’other day. 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch,and as you fay. 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe. 

There falling out atTcnnis,o?pcrehance 
1 faw himenter fuch or fucii a houfe of falc, 

Videlizet, a brothel!, or fo fourth, Ice you now, 

Your bait of falfhoodttakc this carpeof truth, 

And thus doc we ofwifdome, and of reach. 

With windleflcsrand with afla^es of bias, : 

By indiretSls find direftions out, 

Sobymvfomiorlc^lilrcandaduife 

" - . - ^ Shall 
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Tr'meeefVeHmArhe* 

Shall you my fonnejyouhanc mc,haucyounot? 

MyLotd,7hauc, 

Pol. Godbuyycc.faryee wclL 
g.(y. Good my Lord. 

Pc/. Obfauc his inclination in your feife, 

Key. I (hall my Lord, 

Pc/. Andlet Wmplyhismufiquc. 

Pcy. Well my Lord, ExitRey. 

Enter Ophelia, 

polo. Farwcll. How now Op Mia, vihits the matter? 

Ophe. O my Lord^niy Lord,I hauc bcene fo aftiighcedf 
Pc/c. With what i’th named God? 

Ophe. My Lord,as I was lowing in my clofiet. 

Lord H«;«/cf witlj^ his doublet all vnbrac’d. 

No hat vpon his head,bis ftocki ns fouled, 

Vngartred, and downc gyred to his ankle. 

Pale as his fhirr,his knees knocking each other,. 

And with a lockc fo pictioosio purport 
Asifhchaiibccncloofedoutot hrll 
To fpcake of horrors,hc comes before me. 

Pc/c. Madforthy louc? 

Op^e My Lord I do not know, 

But truly 1 doefeare it. 

Pc/c, What faid he? 

Ophe. He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard, - , ,r 

Then goes he to the length ©fall his arme, , > 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a w'ould draw itjlong flay d he fo. 

At laft, a little fhaiking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus wailing vp and down®. 

He raifed a figh fo pittious and profound, 

As it did feeine to fhatcer all his bulke, 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me go. 

And with his head aucr his Ihoulders turn’d 
He feera’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out a doorcs he went without that helps. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

E » Pc/c, 


